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always clung with enthusiastic zeal to what she considered to
be right and just. Both had watched developments suffi-
ciently to anticipate the approach of a catastrophe. The
announcement I made to them did therefore not surprise
them. It was not unexpected to them that I had to take part
in an enterprise that was so dangerous and for me so full of
consequences. At once they recognized my honorable obli-
gation. To be sure, their hopes for the future rested upon me.
I was to be the support of the family in the struggle for exist-
ence. But without a moment's hesitation and without a word
of complaint they gave up all for what they considered a duty
of patriotism. Like the Spartan woman or the Roman matron
of whom we read, my mother went to the room where my
sword hung and gave it to me with the one admonition
that I should use it with honor. And nothing could have
been further from her mind than the thought that in this act
there was something heroic.

Before I left the house I went for a moment to my study.
Prom the window I had a free outlook on the Rhine and the
lovely Seven Mountains. How often, gazing upon this charm-
ing picture, had I dreamed of a quiet and beautiful life! Now
I could in the darkness distinguish only the outline of my be-
loved hills against the horizon. Here was -my room quiet as
ever. How often had I peopled it with my imaginings! Here
were my books and manuscripts, all testifying of hopes, plans,
and endeavors, which now perhaps had to be left behind for-
ever. An instinctive feeling told me that all this was now
over.

At the same hour Kinkel took leave of his wife and
children, and then returned to the meeting, where he appeared
on the platform armed with a musket. With impressive words
he announced to his hearers what was to be done to-night and
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